before. As he dictated his letters to the typist, who was
seated in profile before him, he observed her rather lavish
display of leg. The legs in question, slim and shapely,
provided a not infrequent subject for jokes between the
partners, each of them affecting to suspect the other of
sinister designs. When speaking of the * Siren's legs ' they
were not afraid to enliven their humour with those ponder-
ously jovial obscenities that flash across men's conversation
like gusts of wind sweeping the clouds aside and revealing
patches of ingenuous sky. Solange found herself wondering
why Michaud was looking at her legs in this way, and
whether such curiosity was not a prelude to something more.
For a long while past she had conceived and classified all the
hypotheses that might affect one or other of the partners, but
without being able to determine on a line of conduct. As
might suit the day or mood she felt disposed to a haughty
refusal or to an understanding that would gratify both
partners. Her dream would have been to see one of them
impelled to suicide in amorous despair; but it had to be
admitted that things like this don't often happen, especially
to middle-aged gentlemen in bowler hats. In point of fact,
having now worked in this estate office for more than a year,
Solange had begun to find their respect, which normally she
would have considered her due, rather a poor compliment
to her legs and her youthful glamour. Her employers'
aloofness turned her thoughts to her nose, which was too
long, too pointed, and devoid of character.

Michaud was still busy dictating letters to her when
Lolivier came in to tell him, while he still had it in mind, a
bit of news that had reached him the day before from Vichy
through the medium of the cousin of a Cabinet Secretary.
Under the auspices of the President of the Turkish Republic,
a secret conference had just opened at Ankara between
Goering, Eden, and Molotov. True, the report was
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